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Lyrics  by  a   Briton  in    Gallia 

THE   ENTENTE   CORDIALE 

JULY  1 4th,  1903 


SPHERE  are  two  peoples  destined  to  ally 
•*•    Their  powers  for  peace  and  freedom's  fuller 

reign. 

Well  mated  they,  despite  the  insensate  cry 
That  ancient  foes  must  ever  foes  remain. 
What  reck  ye,  Britons,  though  on  land  and  main 
Erstwhile  ye  drove  the  French,  nor  feared  to  die 
When  these  struck  out  the  harder  ?  Crecy's  plain 
And  Patay's  quivering  field  forgotten  lie. 
Hail  to  thee,  great  Republic  !    Forth  we  '11  bear 
Our  guest  with  shouts  plebeian,  not  of  schools. 
Milton  was  ours;  O  France,  thou  hadst  Voltaire, 
And  harbouredst  Paine  from  all  our  bigot  fools  ! 
So  praise  we  now  thy  strenuous  sons,  who  dare 
To  rid  thy  secular  soil  of  monkish  ghouls. 
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JOHN    KEATS 

thee,  my  Keats,  this  flowerless  wreath  I 

bring, 

This  spray  of  rhyme,  poor  in  the  bloom  of  song, 
Yet  to  thy  birthday  praise  may  it  belong, 
A  tribute  mean,  a  balmless  offering. 
Poet  ill-starred,  immortal,  thou  didst  spring 
Full-formed,  with  power  Homeric  from  among 
No  Christian  race  of  pigmies,  for  thy  strong 
Impetuous  muse  upsoared  on  Pagan  wing. 
Pagan  !  thou  wert  Apollo's  cherished  one ; 
Tremendous  Jove,  wild  Dian,  hoofed  Pan 
Obeyed  thy  summons:   not  a  scaly  son 
Of  bellowing  Neptune  borne  on  Ocean's  span, 
But  sported  to  thy  music — never  done 
Creating  gods  for  God-destroying  man. 
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THE   LONGEST   DAY 

'"TpHE  sun  steeps  down  to  gloom  :  the  longest  day 
•••   Hath  lived  its  fulness,  and  the  founts  of  song 
That  cheered  its  pauses,  now  are  dried  among 
The  mantled  woodlands,  where  Night's  witched 

things  stray — 

The  wavering  bat,  the  owl  gold-eyed  and  grey, 
Invertebrate  moths,all  twilight's  tenebrous  throng, 
Like  memories  of  moments  that  belong 
Unto  a  past  for  ever  waned  away. 
And  so  Life's  recollections  crowd  the  mind 
Of  withered  Manhood,  that  survives  to  know 
The  sadness  of  the  years'  reflected  glow, 
Closed  dreams  and  Youth's  ambition  fast  confined. 
To  such  be  peace  ;  but  happier  they,  who  go 
From  Dawn  to  Dusk,  yet  never  look  behind. 
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MONTMARTRE:    THE   SACRE    COEUR 

1\/T  ONTMARTRE  surmounteth  Paris,and  the  sweep 
•*••*•   Of  Life's  immensurate  grandeur  stretcheth 

down, 

Street  upon  populous  street  and  town  on  town, 
Till  one  vast  city  thrills  to  thunderings  deep. 
There,  Labour's  sinewy  arms  fresh  treasure  heap, 
And  Knowledge  strews  her  gems  for  Manhood's 

crown : 

All  smiling  is  the  vista,  save  for  the  frown 
Of  yonder  salient  pile  that  tops  the  steep. 
In  ugliness  gigantic,  lo,  it  stands ! 
Black  Sorcery's  tower  sepulchral,  whither  stray 
Beings  crepuscular  that  shun  the  grey 
Fast-broadening  dawn  of  Reason,  which  expands 
Incomparably  fair,  to  farthest  lands 
Still  clouded  under  Night's  ignoble  sway. 
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IRRECONCILABLES 

T  TNDER  the  ban  of  exile  and  the  heel 
^    Gorgonian  of  Empire,  many  a  day 
The  warrior-herdsmen  of  the  Transvaal  lay 
Mured  on  an  Indian  isle  by  foemen's  steel. 
Sad  was  their  sequestration — yet  the  peal 
Of  joy-bells  carolling  forth  peace-tidings  gay, 
Moved  not  their  souls  in  weakness  to  betray 
The  cause  on  which  despair  had  set  its  seal. 
Incredulous  of  defeat,  unbroken  still 
By  dire  captivity,  they  kept  the  bond 
That  linked  them  to  their  veldt  and  homesteads 

fond. 

Scorning  to  bend  unto  a  satrap's  will, 
They  stood  unbowed,  like  stoical  oaks  when  shrill 
The  outrageous  tempest  scathes  the  wolds  beyond. 
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FRANCISCO    FERRER 

TBERIA,  Lusitania,  O  ye  lands, 

•••    Of  pride  trans-Pyrenean,  if  amid 

Your  solitudes  mediaeval  lieth  hid 

One  generous  spark  'mong  all  the  smouldering 

brands 

Of  Freedom's  watch-fires  ;  aye,  if  still  there  stands 
A  Spaniard  chivalrous-minded  like  the  Cid 
Rodriguez,  then  shake  off  these  priestly  bands, 
And  wake  to  life  from  torpor  chrysalid  ! 
Another  Cid  hath  risen  :    he  of  yore 
Rode  forth  mid  pomp  and  glittering  panoply ; 
But  Ferrer  and  his  comrades  honour  more 
Our  common  manhood :    though  their  bodies  be 
Cast  into  durance,  still  their  spirits,  free 
Beyond  Loyola's  grasp  serenely  soar. 
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CHRISTMAS    DAY 

'T~-VHE  day  dawns  beautiful  upon  the  birth 

-  Of  man's  deliverer  ;   December's  sun 
Riseth  in  silver  swathed  ;  no  voice  save  one 
Speaks  through  the  silence  to  the  sons  of  earth, 
Who  watchful  hear  amid  the  common  dearth 
Of  joyous  sound,  a  resonant  orison 
Break  from  the  hills  unto  the  wintrv  dun 

J 

Of  naked  skies.    Hark,  't  is  the  voice  of  Mirth  ! 
Nay,  rather  't  is  the  voice  of  Love  that  saith, 
"Children,  be  comforted;  this  shall  prevail, 
My  truth  that  lives  eternal.    Though  the  breath 
Of  my  beloved  for  a  season  fail, 
Their  fearless  souls  some  Bethlehem  shall  hail, 
Their  strong  brave  eyes  shall  look  on  Nazareth. 
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PARIS 

"OESPLENDENT  queen,  proud  Paris,  thou  who  art 
-^  Peerless  'mong  cities  western ;  thy  confines 
Flash  with  uplifted  grandeur  that  outshines 
The  pomps  of  old ;  and  towering  apart 
Thy  trophies  glisten,  and  thy  brilliant  heart 
Heaves   'neath  its  weight  of  glory,  where  the 

shrines 

Of  throned  Death  uprear  their  marble  lines 
Above  the  mongering  tide  of  street  and  mart. 
What  force  shall  rule  thy  future  ?    To  what  sire 
Shall  bend  thy  beauteous  head  ?    What  coming 

king 

Shall  yoke  thy  splendid  strength  to  his  desire  ? 
Shall  Demos  reign,  or  Time's  reactions  bring 
The  carrion  eagle  stained  with  blood  and  mire, 
Or  man  with  love,  erect  and  conquering  ? 
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SIGHT 

T>ENEFiCENT  Sight,  enlightener,  sense  supreme  ! 
*-*  Without  thy  beaconing  splendour,  though  en- 
dowed 

With  gifts  transcendent,  yet  our  spirits  proud, 
Adrift  on  Night's  unfathomable  stream, 
Could  find  no  anchorage  sure,  nor  catch  one  gleam 
Of  Day's  bright  shoreland  ;  but  for  ever  bowed, 
Youth,  Grace  and  Love  were  merged  in  Sorrow's 

crowd, 

To  man  the  funereal  oars  of  Time's  trireme. 
Reign  then,  ineffable  strength !  Enlarge,  O  Sight, 
The  kingdom  of  perception  !    Pierce  the  line 
Of  Superstition's  mists  with  rays  benign. 
May  Truth  be  still  thy  focus  and  delight, 
Rejuvenating  Song,  whose  brood  divine, 
Released  by  thee,  shall  rise  on  wings  of  flight. 
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AT   PERE   LACHAISE   CEMETERY 

TN  the  City  of  Death,  ere  the  day  went  down, 
•*•    By  the  thresholds  of  silence,  I  passed  alone  ; 
And  the  roar  of  the  Living  rose  up  from  the  town; 
And  the  peace  of  the  Buried  was  great,  where  the 

stone 
Of  their  sepulchres  towered  in  the  shadows' frown. 

Where  the  tenebrous  tomb  of  the  conqueror  rears 
Its  glories  deep-graven  in  letters  of  gold, 
Methought,  as  I  gazed,  that  a  voice  from  the  years 
Rose  out  of  the  marble  resplendent,  and  rolled 
With  the  thunder  of  war  and  the  choking  of  tears. 

And  the  red  wreaths  of  wrath  in  the  place  of  the 

slain, 

Like  rings  of  the  sunset  on  summits  forlorn, 
Hung  glaring  and  low,  where  the  rebels  had  lain 
Defiant  in  death,  though  unsightly  and  torn 
By  the  slaughtering  foe  and  his  murderous  rain. 

No  column  high-lifted  doth  shadow  their  dust, 
And  o'er  their  poor  ruin  no  willow  trees  wave ; 
Yet  their  honour  is  safe  in  the  thoughts  of  the 
Just, 
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And  their  agony  fireth  the  hearts  of  the  Brave 
Unto  deeds  that  shall  shine  through  Oblivion's 
rust. 

And  the  poets  asleep  in  the  gardens  of  gloom, 
Where  spreads  the  sad  cypress  o'er  terrace  and 

mound, 

Are  dreaming  perchance  of  the  beauties  that  bloom 
In  the  path  of  Orion,  irradiant  and  crowned, 
When  the  ghosts  of  the  stars  through  the  firma- 
ment loom ; 

Or  freed  from  the  fetters  of  flesh,  they  ascend 
To  songlands  eternal  and  winterless  skies ; 
Or  borne  on  the  wings  of  the  tempest,  they  wend 
Their  venturous  flight  where  the  resonant  cries 
Of  a  myriad  worlds  in  one  harmony  blend. 

And  the  wail  of  warm  winds  that  caress  and  em- 
balm, 

Shall  murmur  forever  around  them,  while  rise 
Soft  breathings,  whose  incense  shall  mount  as  the 

psalm 

That  flows  from  the  flute  of  the  shepherd,who  hies 
With  his  flocks  from  the  hills,  in  the  evening  calm. 
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For  deathless  the  spirit  of  Man  ;  and  the  song 
Of  his  resolute  toil,  of  his  ardour  that  grows 
Through  the  torment,  the  strain  and  the  passion 

that  throng 

This  prison  of  clay,  shall  endure  and  repose 
In  the  heart  of  the  Pure  and  the  soul  of  the  Strong. 
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LINGERING  WINTER 

AVAY,  let  us  into  the  woods, 
Ere  the  Spring  of  the  year  is  tender, 
Ere  wild  March  in  his  sunnier  moods 
His  enthralled  domain  surrender 
For  the  cradling  of  coming  broods, 
And  the  moulding  of  winglets  slender. 

There  away,  though  no  violets  bloom, 
Nor  with  velvety  sweetness  besprinkle 
Autumn's  sheddings,  that  litter  the  tomb 
Still  concealed  of  pent  joy — for  each  wrinkle 
Tempest-wraught,  shall  be  smoothed  in  the 
When  anenomes  star-like  uptwinkle.    [gloom, 

By  the  spines  of  tree-skeletons  high, 
The  green  woodpecker  spirally  clinging 
Spurreth  upward ;  and  ever  his  cry 
Like  a  laugh,  unsuggestive  of  singing, 
Startles  upland  and  scarifies  sky — 
"Yaffle,  yaffle,"  now  hark  to  it  ringing  ! 

And  the  bannerless  boughs  of  the  wild, 
Though  devoid  of  Spring's  bunting  supernal, 
Yet  outstretch  to  that  life-giver  mild, 
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The  glad  Sun,  their  discomfort  external, 
While  each  desolate  core  is  beguiled 
By  light  dreams  of  beatitude  vernal, 

Of  rigidity  naked,  dissolved 

By  the  quickening  breath  of  the  charmer, 

The  meek  South,from  lush  haunts  new-evolved, 

Exorcising  that  bane  of  the  farmer — 

Blatant  Boreas,  still  unresolved 

To  desist,though  Earth's  grace  groweth  warmer. 

Winter  lingers,  yet  lighter  his  sway, 
For  his  power  of  supremacy  waneth. 
Like  a  tyrant  dethroned  by  decay, 
Of  his  strength  but  the  spectre  remaineth 
Scowling  forth,  ere  it  passeth  away 
To  the  doom  Renovation  ordaineth. 

Soon  each  bond  shall  be  loosed  and  shall  fall 
From  the  limbs  that  have  languished  in  wait- 
ing ; 
Cloud  and  storm- wrack  no  more  shall  appal ; 

Flood  and  whirlwind  shall  cease  devastating ; 

Soon  the  cuckoo  shall  utter  its  call, 

And  the  wren  with  its  love  shall  go  mating. 
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For  Deliverance  walks  in  the  train 

Of  Spring's  oncoming  host,  swiftly  speeding  : 

His  bright  cohort  advanceth  amain, 

Whom  with  blossoming  wand  he  is  leading, 

To  expel  from  the  wakening  plain 

Death's  discomfited  hordes,  fast  receding. 

Joyous  presage  of  ultimate  bliss 

For  the  heart  long  depressed  by  vain  yearning; 

Timely  token  of  pardon — the  kiss 

That  reviveth  Faith's  innermost  burning ; 

Peace  prevailing  o'er  War's  artifice, 

Love  o'er  Hate,  and  Delight  over  Mourning. 
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BY  THE   BANKS   OF  THE   SEINE 

'T~"NHE  Seine  sweeps  on  through  Paris,  and  the 

flow  of  its  flood  is  lit 
In  the  sheen  of  this  summer  morning  that  rushes 

to  welcome  it. 
Beyond  me,  the  Pont  Neuf  plunges  its  piers  in  the 

pools ;  athwart 
The  eddies  the  sky  lies  mirrored,  while  ripples 

prolonged  distort 
The  shadows  that  swim  distended  like  tendons 

from  arch  to  arch, 
Where,  horsed  in  an  iron  splendour,  king  Henry 

surveys  the  march 
Of  Life  in  his  cherished  city — "well  worthy  a 

mass ! "    Across 
The  trail  of  the  gliding  steamers,  the  ponderous 

barges  toss 
Their  painted  flanks  by  the  island  where  mosses 

and  creepers  cling, 
Where  swallows  swirl  and  twitter  and  sparrows 

are  chattering ; 
While,  frecking  the  blue  horizon,  the  hurrying 

ring-doves  roam 
From  the   Louvre  to  the  Palais  Bourbon,  from 

Montmartre  to  the  looming  dome 
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Of  the  Pantheon  housing  glory — for  under  these 

clustered  stones 
The  dust  of  Jean  Jacques  and  Voltaire  investeth 

the  silent  bones 
Of  Hugo,  whose  voice  was  thunder,  and  into 

whose  trumpet  true 
The  firmament  loosed  its  echoes,  and  Freedom 

her  war-blasts  blew. 
While  ever  along  the  river  that  deeper  descends 

its  bed, 
The  Ocean  of  men  rolls  onward,  in  torrents  that 

shoreless  spread 
Their  foamings  froth-white  with  passion ;   for 

over  that  reeling  wave 
The  arm  of  no  swimmer  stretcheth  to  succour  the 

sinking  brave. 
Oh,    Paris  extends   its  favours   to  Wealth   and 

Youth's  dalliance, 
But  little  they  know  of  Paris,  who  only  on  graces 

glance  ! 
The  boulevards  reveal  abundance,  and  the  Proud 

from  his  palace  fair 
Surveyeth  the  marble  wonders  of  garden  and  quay 

and  square ; 
But   turn  thee,  aesthetic  stranger,  oh  turn  thee 

from  shapened  stone  ! 
c 
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Go,  seek  in  the  roaring  faubourg  Life's  image, 

for  there  alone 
The  concourse  of  crowds  reflecteth  in  colour  that 

burns  and  gleams 
Reality's    conflagrations,   where    perish    Earth's 

builded  dreams. 
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THE  WANDERING  JEW 

(Translated from  the  French  of  Beranger.) 

/^•HRISTIAN,  to  the  woebegone 
^  Traveller  hand  a  cup  of  cheer, 
Prithee  pity,  as  upon 
The  winged  whirlwind  I  pass  near. 
Bent  with  years,  yet  aging  never, 
Long  I  for  the  crack  o'  Doom  ! 
Each  night  bringeth  hope,  but  ever 
Dawn  succeedeth  blissful  gloom, 
Ever,  ever,  and  for  ever. 

For  eighteen  centuries,  ye  Fates ! 
O'er  the  dust  of  Greek  and  Roman, 
O'er  the  mould  of  countless  States, 
The  dread  whirlwind  bears  me.    No  man 
Like  to  me  hath  seen  good  grain 
Barren  fall,  disasters  reap 
Plenteous  fruit.    To  'scape  Death's  reign 
I  saw  two  worlds  rise  forth  the  deep  ! 
Ever,  ever,  and  for  ever. 

God's  hand  is  on  me.    Lo  !  the  proof — 
To  all  things  claimed  by  Death  I  cling ; 
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But  from  the  hospitable  roof 

The  whirlwind  tears  me,  sorrowing. 

Oh,  many  a  wight  the  pittance  craves 

That  I  am  able  to  bestow, 

Who  cannot  grasp  the  hand  that  saves, 

For  I  must  ever  onward  go. 

Ever,  ever, 

Turns  the  Earth  on  which  I  run — 
Ever,  ever,  and  for  ever. 

If  perchance  in  woods  green-waving, 
By  calm  waters,  all  alone, 
I  would  rest  me,  still  the  raving 
Whirlwind  seeks  me  with  wild  moan. 
Wrathful  heav'n  might  surely  spare  me 
That  brief  moment's  healing  spice  ; 
To  repose  from  journey  ings  that  wear  me, 
Eternity  will  scarce  suffice. 

Ever,  ever, 

Turns  the  Earth  on  which  I  run — 
Ever,  ever,  and  for  ever. 

Haply,  children  with  glad  cries 
Will  remind  me  of  my  own  : 
If  on  such  with  doleful  eyes 
I  would  feast,  I  hear  the  groan 
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Of  the  whirlwind.    Aged  men, 

Dare  ye  envy  my  career  ? 

These  babes  on  whom  I  smile  again, 

My  feet  shall  tread  their  dust  some  year. 

Ever,  ever, 

Turns  the  Earth  on  which  I  run — 
Ever,  ever,  and  for  ever. 

Of  the  town  walls  where,  long  ago, 

I  was  born,  I  find  some  trace. 

So  I  draw  me  up,  when,  lo  ! 
"  Pass  ! "  the  whirlwind  shrieks  in  chase. 
"  Pass,  pass  ! "  the  same  voice  also  cries ; 
"Stand  upright  midst  the  general  doom! 

Thy  forbears  sleep  in  Death  :    there  lies 

No  place  for  thee  within  their  tomb  ! " 
Ever,  ever, 

Turns  the  Earth  on  which  I  run — 
Ever,  ever,  and  for  ever. 

I  outraged  once  with  laughter  grim 
The  Man-God  at  his  dying  gasp. 
But  'neath  my  feet  the  long  miles  skim : 
The  road  extends :    the  whirlwinds  rasp 
The  plain.    Souls  lacking  Charity, 
Oh,  tremble  at  my  torture  dire  ! 
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To  Venge  Man,  not  Divinity, 

On  me  th*  Almighty  wreaks  his  ire. 

Ever,  ever, 

Turns  the  Earth  on  which  I  run — 
Ever,  ever,  and  for  ever. 
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UNDER  ARMS 

DECEMBER,  1899. 

TIT'ouNDED,  there  in  the  veldt, 
*  *  Where  the  grass  is  growing  high  and  green; 
Left  for  dead  where  the  craggy  belt 
Of  the  kopjes  lifteth  its  straggling  screen 
Of  stunted  shrub  and  of  shelving  stone — 
What  are  thy  thoughts  in  the  night  alone, 
Soldier  of  the  Queen  ? 

The  war-wind  is  blowing  from  Britian's  shore, 
Blighting  the  harvests  of  peaceful  years ; 
And  its  blood-drifts  bespatter  the  ghastly  door 
Where  the  haughty  are  holding  their  angry  tears; 
For  the  storm  they  had  sown  in  their  madness  sore, 
Hath  fallen  about  their  ears. 

The  threat  went  forth,  for  their  plot  was  planned 

To  cut  the  republics  from  off  the  land ; 

And  they  dreamed  in  their  dark  vainglorious  way, 

That  their  bluff  and  their  bluster  would  soon  allay 

The  splendid  fervour  that  ever  springs 

From  the  heart  of  a  people  at  war  with  kings. 

To  hunt  and  havoc  and  harm ;  to  ride 
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Hard-shod  o'er  the  freemen  who  dared  the  pride 

Of  the  senile  Guelf  and  her  cunning  band 

Of  bullion  breeders  who  rule  the  Rand ; 

To  crush  for  ever  the  peasant  Boer, 

That  the  rich  might  be  richer,  the  poor  still  poor, 

In  their  Empire  blazing  with  wealth  untold, 

Though  their  houseless  are  rotting  in  streets  of 

gold,— 

Their  minds  conspired ;  but  from  torpor  woke 
When  sudden  the  cannon  of  Kruger  spoke 
To  the  hills  that  thundered  the  brave  reply 
Of  a  nation  heroic  who  would  not  die. 
Then  streaming  southward,  the  burghers  dashed 
On  Britain's  bulwarks ;  then  loudly  crashed 
The  bolts  of  war ;  and  the  engines  lain 
By  murdering  multitudes  sowed  their  slain. 
They  scattered  death,  and  they  reaped  the  math 
Of  widows'  wailings  and  strong  men's  wrath. 
They  lanced  their  lightnings ;   their  hatred  fell 
In  hurtling  bullet  and  ploughing  shell. 
In  sieges,  stormings,  in  bloody  rout 
And  fierce  reprisal,  men's  lives  went  out. 
In  poisoned  city,  in  burning  trench 
They  strove  and  sickened,  while  rose  the  stench 
Of  battle,  filling  the  midnight  shrill 
With  foetid  fevers  and  germs  of  ill ! 
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Yet  ever  bubbled  that  fulsome  flood 
Where  sweat  of  Briton  and  Dutchman's  blood 
Their  dyes  commingled  ;  and  over  all 
Low  hovered  the  vulture  imperial, 
Full-gorged,  and  whetting  its  beak  unclean 
On  hearts  of  herdsmen  who  scorned  a  queen. 
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THE   WORKER'S   WARREN 

T  TERE  centres   the  western  world  in  one  hive 

metropolitan,  seething 
With  Labour's  battalioned  swarms  that  create  and 

consume  without  ardour  ; 
For  their  spirits  are  sunken  and  slow,  and  are  spent 

in  the  swirl  of  existence. 
Here  they  faint  under  fardels  of  fear ;    for  the 

faltering  faith  of  the  feeble 
Is  not  theirs,  nor  the  vigorous  will  of  the  virile 

who  strive  after  freedom. 
From  the  fanes  of  their  governing  god,  from  the 

shrines  they  have  piled  unto  Mammon, 
Upthunder  a  million  wheels,  and  the  whirr  of 

rotatory  shuttles, 
That,  replenishing  Mercury's  spools,  beat  time  to 

the  shrieking  of  engines. 

Here  generate  grossness  prescribed  by  the  pon- 
derous rule  of  the  Bourgeois, 
Smoked  streets,  subterranean  stir,  and  the  hideous 

eyesores  of  shopdom, 
That,  disfiguring  daylight,  project  through  the 

night-time  their  lantern  shadows. 
O'er  the  breadth  of  this  sounding  expanse  and  the 

flames  of  its  craterous  chimneys, 
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Outstretcheth  the  Province  of  Toil,  and  the  sweep 

of  its  dull  panorama 
Recedes  at  the  gaze,  as  the  steppes  of  the  sand  in 

the  mirroring  desert, 
Wtih  its   arteries  branching  through  dust   into 

channels  and  colourless  byways, 
Infected  with  woe,  and  o'er-run  by  Modernity's 

dolorous  wastrels, 
The  vagrant,  the  sons  of  the  slum,  and  that  sic- 

liest  weed  of  the  pavement, 
The  prostitute  stalking  the  dawn  in  the  perfumed 

parade  of  her  calling  ! 
League  lengthens  to  limitless  league,  interlinked 

by  the  bricks  and  the  mortar 
Of  factories  steaming  with  reek,  where  the  slaves 

of  the  mill  and  the  warehouse 
Despairingly  battle  for  bread,  though  the  granges 

are  full,  though  the  treasure 
Of  Knowledge  is  spilt  for  the  whim  of  the  sloth 

and  the  greed  of  the  spoiler. 
Each  day  is  deadborn — for  the  dawn  and  the  dusk 

in  a  bilious  blending 
O'erwhelm  the  inanimate  sun  and  the  spiritless 

stars,  so  no  splendour 
Of  noon  or  of  silvery  eve  is  distilled  through  this 

vapourous  limbo ; 
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Nor  riseth  there  softening  sound,  though  beyond, 

far  beyond,  with  the  swallow 
Spring  summons  her  scouts  to  the  sky,  and  the 

lark  to  Sol's  flaming  rotunda 
Impetuous  soars,  while  the  balms  that  Earth's 

sumptuous  bosom  secreteth 
Exhale  their  ethereal  sweets  to  the  hills  that  awake 

unto  verdure. 
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PORT  ARTHUR 

NOVEMBER,  1904. 

PORT  Arthur,  port  of  death  !  where  rages  still 
The  fire  of  the  besieger, — to  what  end, 
Christian  or  Pagan,  do  these  hosts  contend 
Around  thy  thundering  heights  that  glut  thy  rill 
Of  blood  undrainable  ?    By  what  murderous  will 
Of  prince  or  emperor,  or  demon  denned 
In  wilds  Manchurian,  must  thy  smoke  ascend 
Each  day  from  funeral  pyre  and  bulwarked  hill  ? 
Autocracy's  necropolis  !    In  vain 
The  Czarish  flag  shall  float  above  thy  towers, 
Or  o'er  thee  wave  the  sun  that  marks  the  reign 
Of  the  high-born  Mikado — for  such  powers 
Man's  curse  pursueth.    What 's  imperial  gain, 
When  still  beneath  the  knout  the  Moujik  cowers? 
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THE   SONG   OF  THE  TRAMPER 

GING  thee  heigh-ho  for  the  track  that  winds 
^  Over  valley,  slope  and  surrounding  shoreland; 
Tir-al-tur-ala  where  the  sure  foot  finds 
A  passage  safe  to  the  sounding  foreland. 
Nor  heed  thee  aught  though  the  white  mists  grow 
And  becloud  thy  path  where  the  seamews  hover, 
For  the  skylark  trills  to  the  downs  below, 
And  the  sun  beams  forth  on  its  soaring  lover. 

Now,  up  thee  hearty  ;  our  staves  are  strong ; 
Well  shod  are  we,  so  we  '11  out  together. 
Where  the  gorse  is  green  we  shall  spring  along 
In  the  genial  warmth  of  the  July  weather. 
Oh,  the  swinging  gait  of  the  tramper,  mate, 
Is  a  two-fold  mark  of  nobility  ; 
'T  is  the  certain  sign  of  a  soul  benign 
In  a  body  that  loves  mobility  ! 

The  bent-back  wheelman  rolls  for  miles 
On  highways  that  we  scorn  to  follow, 
Nor  knows  the  charm  of  woodland  aisles, 
Where  flowerets  bloom  in  dell  and  hollow. 
Oh,  he  who  would  haste,  give  him  steam  to  waste, 
Petroleum,  electricity ; 
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But  if  health  he  'd  recruit,  he  must  go  on  foot, 
For  there  is  true  felicity  ! 

No  baulk  nor  barrier  towers  supreme 

Athwart  our  way  as  we  trip  it  merry ; 

For  we  leap  the  slough  and  we  ford  the  stream, 

Nor  wait  we  ever  for  coach  or  ferry. 

Oh,  the  horseman's  frame  may  be  weak  or  lame, 

If  his  mount  but  possess  solidity  ; 

But  the  walker's  thews  must  be  lithe  as  yews 

When  he  faceth  the  road's  aridity  ! 

Then  on  and  on,  with  strides  increased, 

In  rambling  mood  we  '11  wander  singing, 

While  Nature  calleth  to  her  feast 

The  sons  elect  of  her  upbringing. 

Oh,  by  holm  and  shaw  fuller  breath  we  '11  draw; 

And  when  eve  ushers  in  Obscurity, 

With  a  bumper  deep  we  will  summon  Sleep, 

As  we  drink  to  the  Morn's  maturity. 
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THREE   DAUGHTERS 

'"TpHREE  rosebuds  peep  through  my  bower ; 

•••  Ah,  faint  is  their  prospect  of  bloom  ! 
Say,  will  they  grow  up  into  flower  ? 
Three  rosebuds  peep  through  my  bower, 
But  will  they  survive  throughout  gloom 
And  through  drought  till  Maturity's  hour? 
Three  rosebuds  peep  through  my  bower ; 
Ah,  faint  is  their  prospect  of  bloom  ! 

My  roses  all  three  are  aglow 

In  the  arbour  they  chose  for  their  own. 

I  had  feared  for  their  frailty,  though 

My  roses  all  three  are  aglow. 

Daughters  dear,  ardent  queens,  well  ye  know 

That  my  heart  is  your  bower  and  your  throne! 

My  roses  all  three  are  aglow 

In  the  arbour  they  chose  for  their  own. 
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SONG  TO   SUMMER 

WELCOME,  robed  in  comeliness, 
Pleasant  matron,  whose  caress 
Lighter  than  Spring's  glory  lies 
On  the  earth,  whose  harmonies 
Man  with  songs  of  beauty  bless. 

Murmur,  murmur  forth  the  prayer 
That  thy  hand  hath  written  there, 
In  thy  drowsy  solitudes, 
In  the  fragrant  heart  of  woods, 
On  the  bosom  of  the  air. 

Whisper,  whisper  to  the  trees, 
Where  the  murmur  of  thy  bees 
Riseth  by  thy  vestured  oaks 
O'er  the  arrowy  grass  that  cloaks 
All  the  hills  in  flowering  seas. 

Fashion,  fashion  forth  thy  crown 

Of  the  starry  thistledown, 

That  shall  be  as  silver  spun, 

Strung  with  sunbeams  bright,  yet  none 

E'en  so  radiant  as  thy  frown. 
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Scatter,  scatter  from  thy  throne 
Every  sweet  that  Spring  hath  sown, 
Roses  flecked  like  sunset  skies, 
And  the  daisies'  wistful  eyes, 
Little  lights  that  shine  alone. 

Lead  us,  lead  us  where  the  croon 
Of  thy  dovelings  lulleth  noon ; 
And  where  jewelled  pastures  spread, 
Guide  us  ere  thy  grace  is  fled, 
For  sad  Winter  cometh  soon. 

Pass  not,  pass  not  yet,  we  pray ; 
We  would  dwell  with  thee  alway, 
Learning  from  thy  tenderness 
More  of  loving  manliness. 
Oh  stay,  stay ! 
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HARE  AND   HOUNDS 

OTALWARTS,  stand  to  your  steeds,  and  into  the 

^          wilds  away; 

For  the  fire  of  the  Rooinek  feeds  on  the  home  of 

Boer  at  bay. 

Eastward  and  westward  the  skies  are  red, 
And  the  land  of  the  living  's  the  land  of  the  dead  ; 
But  the  will  of  the  freeman  defieth  dread, 
His  strong  arm  is  his  stay! 

De  Wet  rode  nightly  from  Thaba  'Nchu, 
With  rifle  ranged  and  with  bandolier ; 
His  men  were  ragged,  but  all  were  true, 
And  their  mounts  were  fleeter  than  mountain  deer. 
So  he  galloped  grave  in  the  morning  wan  ;  he 

dashed  through  the  mist-wreaths  grey; 
And  the  hurrying  hoofs  of  his  horse  outran  the 

rush  of  the  rising  day. 

The  British  pressed  him  in  rear  and  van, 
For  Knox,  exultant,  in  haste  had  sworn 
That  he  would  capture  "this  farming  man," 
"The  liveliest  rebel  that  ever  was  born ;" 
"I  will  run  him  down  till  I  drop,"  quoth  he  ;  "I 
will  drive  him  out  of  his  lair. 
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I  will  trap   this  lumbering  country  clown  in  a 
skillfully  planted  snare." 

'Mid  cries  commanding  and  snipings  shrill, 
The  khaki  cordon  outspread  a  chain 
Close-linked  by  cannon  on  every  hill, 
While  corps  converging  clean-swept  the  plain. 
Fly,  hapless  hare,  from  these  death-bonds  burst ! 

fly  hard  ere  thy  courage  fail ! 
Fly,  wretched  thing,  for  the  hounds,  athirst,  run 

hot  on  thy  trodden  trail ! 

De  Wet  rose  straight  in  his  stirrups  high  : 
He  scanned  the  sky-line :   then  in  his  beard 
He  grinned — for  unto  his  piercing  eye 
The  path  to  safety  full  wide  appeared. 
Quoth  he:    "Now  point  me  that  English  gun, 

and  load  it  with  English  shell ; 
For  it  is  but  fair  if  they  want  some  fun,  that  we 

join  in  the  joke  as  well." 

He  laughed  ;  and  straightway  six  Burghers  leapt 
To  ground,  and,  kneeling  for  surer  aim, 
They  marked  the  foeman  as  slow  he  swept 
Within  the  range  of  their  battle-flame. 
"Fire!"    And  the  bolt  with  an  angry  flash  shot 
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fierce  through  the  surging  wind, 
Till  it  burst  in  the  midst  of  those  riders  rash  who, 
panting,  pursued  behind. 

The  night's  veil  lifted,  yet  onward  whirled 
The  cumbrous  convoys  with  all  their  gears, 
Through  dust-drifts  driven;  and  oaths  were  hurled 
By  straining  troopers  and  muleteers. 
Pace  hard,  ye  hunters  !  the  crafty  prey  hath  con- 
jured danger,  and  doubles  round  ! 
O  strategists,  have  ye  gone  astray,  or  is  it  that  ye 
are  losing  ground  ? 

The  chase  grew  slacker ;  for,  facing  east, 
De  Wet,  resourceful,  had  found  a  ford. 
Knox  coursed  no  longer  ;   his  jaded  beast 
Dropped  very  weary  beneath  its  lord. 
So  he  rolled  from  his  seat,  while  his  staff  with- 
drew, the  better  to  vent  their  spleen : 
And  the  broad  day  blazed  on  those  leaders  two — 
but  the  Orange  rolled  between. 
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THE    KING  AND  THE  SCULPTOR 

TN  terraced  grandeur  stretched  Versailles;  the 
palace  of  the  king 

Upreared  its  bright  emblazoned  walls  and  portals 
glittering. 

Its  outer  courts  in  sunlight  steeped,  extended  like 
a  bay, 

With  broad  unrippled  bosom  locked  in  promon- 
tories grey. 

Beneath  its  balconies,ornate  with  columns  branch- 
ing high, 

Tree-like,  from  roots  embedded  deep  in  marble 
masonry, 

Pervading  balms,  ethereal,  sweet,  exhaled  an  es- 
sence rare, 

From  lily-beds  down-weighed  by  dews  distilled 
in  arbours  fair. 

There,  shielded  by  the  shadowy  maze  of  interfac- 
ings green, 

Clear  fountains  showered  their  silvery  spray : 
behind  each  bowery  screen 

Swart  naiads  bathed  their  bosoms  proud,  dark- 
nippled,  opulent, 

Bulbing  with  beauty  as  above  the  glassy  pools 
they  bent. 

Apollo,  he,  the  Delphic  God,  the  bright-browed 
charioteer, 
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With  sun-steeds  plunging  forth  the  wave,  drawing 
Day's  sovran  sphere 

From  depths  pellucid,  rode  in  bronze  inanimate, 
till  the  stream 

Of  dawn  on  his  aerial  wheels  outstript  his  radiant 
team. 

And  forms  heroic  hewn  from  stone,  insignia,  ef- 
figies, 

The  grandiose  pageantry  of  Greece,  her  sensuous 
deities, 

Chaster  in  sculpture  than  in  Song's  elaborate 
scaffoldings, 

Presided  passionless  and  mute  o'er  Life's  vocifer- 
ous springs. 

For  on  that  flooding  noon  upborne,  reverberant 
voices  filled 

The  thick-arched  avenues  and  aisles,  where  court- 
iers, plumed  and  frilled, 

Paraded  vanitous  and  loud,cold  creatures  of  disdain, 

To  vaunt  their  Prince  Magnificent,  and  swell  his 
gorgeous  train. 

For  lo!  king  Louis  had  convened  the  loftiest  and 
„  the  best 

Amongst  his  old  nobility;  from  Strasbourg  unto 
Brest 

They  flocked  in  thousands  to  the  throne — high 
lords  of  haughtiest  hue, 
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With  all  the  gilded  vassalry  that  forms  Pride's 
retinue. 

Within  his  many-mirrored  halls,  the  monarch 
moved  in  state, 

Like  some  bold  orb  around  whose  fires  pale  satel- 
lites gravitate. 

Ambition's  fever  through  his  eyes  shot  forth  its 
hungering  flame ; 

His  locks  luxuriantly  flowed ;  his  whole  conspic- 
uous frame 

Denoted  pomp  personified  ;  caparisoned  like  the 
barb 

Of  Mauretania — so  the  king  in  full  spectacular 
garb 

Beneath  a  dais  domed  with  gold  alluvial  sat  him 
down, 

And  thus  unto  the  brilliant  host  that  stood  before 
the  crown : 

"Peers  spiritual,  temporal  lords,  plenipotent  de- 
puties, 

War-scarred  commanders,  admirals,  ye  who  guard 
on  land  and  seas 

Our  glorious  lilies,  'tis  our  will  this  day  to  celebrate 

The  triumphs  of  our  Catholic  cause,  and  thus 
perpetuate 

Our  personal  prowess  for  all  time  ;  so,  Bernin,  we 
command 
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That  you  do  grave  our  effigy  equestrian  and  grand. 

Omnipotent  Ceesar,cloaked  and  helmed,  accoutred 
for  the  field, 

Upon  his  steed  'Imperator,'  high-flanked,  invin- 
cibly steeled, 

Shall  be  the  pattern  worthiest  him  who  conjureth 
with  clay, 

And  modellethinto  structural  stars  dim  Phantasy's 
nebulas." 

Thus  spake  king  Louis,  whereupon  the  vast  pre- 
torium  rang 

With  deafening  plaudits  thrice  prolonged  to  greet 
that  vain  harangue. 

Alone  the  sculptor  silent  stood,  indifferent  to 
th'  applause 

Of  courts  obsequious  ;  for  to  him  who  vindicates 
the  laws 

Of  paramount  Beauty  unto  men,  the  trivial 
thoughts  of  kings, 

Their  poor  pretence,  insatiate  pride,  fair  speech, 
or  threatenings, 

Are  things  of  nought  that  cannot  sway  the  in- 
corruptible mind, 

Nor  lure  the  idealist  from  the  paths  of  light  that 
heavenward  wind. 

"O  Sire,"  quoth  he,  "your  word  is  law  ..." 
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THE   FAUBOURG 

As  the  mirage  of  moon-lit  quicksands  reflecteth 
***•          the  stars  ensphered, 
The  face  of  the  rumhling  Faubourg  projecteth 

its  shadows  wierd. 
There  lurk  by  the  fiery  flagstones  and  under  the 

arching  ways, 
The  sillouettes  of  the  city,  the  spectra  of  streets 

ablaze 
With  life  and  its  scintillations  that  sparkle  and 

gush  around, 
Like  the  spray  of  up-welling  fountains  bedewing 

a  thirsty  ground. 
I  see  them — the  nameless  workers:    like  flashes 

that  cleave  the  skies, 
They  pass  and  repass  in  thunder ;  for  out  of  the 

long  street  rise 

Strange  discords  and  sounds  exhaustless,  that  fol- 
low the  febrile  throng, 
Like  the  murmur  of  plaintive  Ocean,  outwailing 

the  siren's  song. 
By  daylight  the  high  roofs  glisten  ;  and  over  each 

parapet 
The  flowers  of  the  housetops  blossom,  where  ivy 

and  creepers  jet 


Briton   in    Gallia  51 

Far  out  from  the  dust-grained  windows — green 

altars  that  cap  the  grime, 
When  the  chirp  of  the  waking  sparrow  goes  up 

on  the  morning's  prime. 
There  prowleth  green-eyed  grimalkin  ;  and  Mar- 

iette  looketh  down 
From  her  nook  in  the  seventh  storey,  on  gossips 

in  smock  aud  gown 

Who  loiter  about  the  causeway,  or  haggle  in  ac- 
cents shrill 
At  the  sign  of  the  portly  shopman,  where  Madame 

presides  the  till. 
And  Cftftroche,  the  quaintest  being  that  ever  great 

city  bore 
Within  its  deep  womb  unwearied — gay  Qcftroche, 

whose  gutter  lore 
Aboundeth  in  perverse  wisdom,  goes  singing  upon 

his  way, 
Pert  spirit,  three  parts  inhuman,  the  Faubourg's 

facetious  fay. 
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PLAIN   SONG 

GING,  ye  masters,  merrily, 

^   By  the  wayside  lone  ; 

Song  's  a  balm  that  verily 

Doth  for  care  atone. 

Sing  away,  sing  away,  though  song  dieth 

with  the  day, 
Sing,  ye  masters,  merrily, 
Song  hath  seeds  unsown. 

Song  's  a  bubble  faery-bright 

Tossed  on  Summer's  wind ; 

Song  's  an  arrow  aery-light, 

Whose  keen  shaft  doth  find 

Its  true  mark,  its  true  mark,  be  its  passage 

e'er  so  dark. 

Song  's  so  swift  and  aery-light, 
Fleeing  like  a  hind. 

Song  's  the  harbinger  full  sweet 

Of  dim  Destiny ; 

Song  's  a  winger  strong  and  fleet 

Through  Eternity ; 

Ever  high,ever  high,sun  and  stars  it  soareth 

Song,  thy  wing 's  so  strong  and  fleet,   [by, 

None  can  fly  with  thee  ! 
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LINES   WRITTEN  AT  VERSAILLES 

I. 

C\$  the  summit  of  Versailles, 

^•^   In  the  light  of  noontide  glowing, 

Through  the  flashing  of  the  vales 

And  the  woodland  shadows  growing, 

I  beheld  the  marshalling 

Of  the  shining  spears  of  Spring. 

At  my  feet  the  palace  towers 
Glistened,  and  the  gleaming  bowers, 
Verdurous  and  crowned  with  may, 
In  their  placid  beauty  lay. 
Where  the  doves  on  wheeling  wing 
Thronged  the  pleasance  of  the  king, 
There  the  marble  gods  sedate 
Through  the  ages  contemplate 
The  swift  tide  of  mortal  days 
Flowing  past  their  steadfast  gaze. 
Yet  these  pagans  never  knew 
Anne  d'  Autriche  or  Richelieu, 
When  the  Genius  of  the  State, 
Vexed  by  foes  and  factions  great, 
In  a  secret  mood  would  stray 
Through  the  glade  at  break  of  day. 
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There  by  crowded  courts  adored, 
Conde  drew  his  conqu'ring  sword. 
Thence  unto  the  battle's  breath 
Rode  Turenne,  alas,  to  death. 
And  by  that  sequestered  wood, 
Once  the  despot  Stuart  stood 
With  a  world  of  hate  and  lies 
Burning  in  his  dismal  eyes. 
'Neath  that  arbour's  plenteous  shade, 
Like  a  golden  sun  arrayed, 
Sat  the  proud  omnipotent 
Louis  xiv,  "heaven  sent." 
Many  a  captain,  scarred  and  worn, 
Suppliant,  and  glory-shorn, 
Many  a  prelate,  better  shod 
Than  was  Jesus,  "  Son  of  God," 
Many  a  strutting  cavalier 
Decked  in  war's  resplendent  gear, 
Many  a  ribboned  mistress  gay 
Fritting  love  and  youth  away, 
And  many  a  gaudy  equipage 
Starting  on  a  lengthy  stage, 
By  these  vedant  aisles  have  sped, 
Where  now  footsteps  of  the  dead 
Echo  like  the  distant  moan 
Of  spent  tides  on  shorelands  lone, 
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Lapping  ceaseless,  wave  on  wave, 
Weary  things  that  seek  a  grave. 
Here  the  visionary's  eye 
Sees  the  ghosts  of  years  go  by. 
Inarticulate  they  start 
Out  of  shade  and  thence  depart. 
Dumb  their  hueless  lips ;  each  brow 
Reft  of  ancient  lustre,  now 
Darkens  'neath  its  tarnished  crown, 
Spectral  dim,  and  drooping  down. 
O'er  their  barren  breasts  their  hair 
Floats  like  mist  upon  the  air. 
Stripped  of  Life's  pretensions  mean, 
In  Death's  nakedness  serene. 
(Nought  of  rank  doth  she  accord 
Unto  potentate  or  lord  !) 
Shrivelled  shards  of  splendours  gone, 
Shrouded  suns  that  erstwhile  shone, 
Forth  the  pallid  phantoms  stream, 
Locked  in  Death's  intransient  dream. 

II. 

Warbler  hid  in  the  woods  where  the  fledging 

flocks  of  the  Spring 
Trill  to  their  tender  broods  that  asleep  in  the 

beechen  swing, 
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Over  the  daisied  dells,  and  the  paths  where  the 

pensive  eyes 
Of  the  violets  bloom,  and  the  fells  that  are  green 

'gainst  the  April  skies, 
Thou  art  pouring  thy  heart  in  song,  and  the  lilt 

of  it  lifts  to  the  blue 
Like  an  arrow  soaring  strong  from  the  sheaf  of  a 

marksman  true. 

And  into  the  heavens  above  its  music  melteth  mild 
Like  a  dream  that  leavens  with  love  the  sleep  of 

a  weary  child ; 
And  the  flaming  noon  burns  broad  over  casement 

and  terrace  and  tower ; 
And  the  straggling  scarps  are  shod  in  the  glory  of 

frond  and  flower. 

While  out  beyond,  where  the  swerve  of  the  swal- 
low silvers  the  West, 
Maze  upon  maze,  the  woodlands  wallow  in  light 

ere  the  shadows  rest. 
City,  set  on  the  heights  that  are  strewn  with  the 

shrines  of  kings, 
On  thy  summits  no  more  alights  the  venger  with 

reinless  wings ! 
No  more  in  thy  tranquil  lanes  that  are  wrapped 

in  the  peace  of  day 
Are  rising  the  death  refrains,  and  the  roarings  of 
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gods  at  bay  ! 
But  the  voices  that  wakened  the  world  from  the 

torpor  of  servile  days 
Still  linger  like  echoes  hurled  from  the  passionate 

past,  and  raise 
The  cry  of  the  old  revolt  and  the  sound  of  its 

rushing  wave 
That  was  cheer  to   the  cringing  dolt,  that  was 

strength  to  the  stunted  slave, 
Ere  it  gathered  to  break  with  the  broodings  of 

years  and  their  grisly  wrongs, 
When  the  guns  of  the  Bastille  spake  to  the  thun- 

der of  battle-songs, 
And  that  tower  of  tyrants  fell  in  the  crash  of  the 

conflict  rude, 
While  the  hot  air  hissed  like  hell  with  the  curse 

of  the  multitude. 
Yea,  the  tread  of  those  ghostly  feet  still  sounds  on 

thy  moulded  stones, 
O  city  of  pomps  effete,  of  shadows  and  crumbled 

thrones  ! 
And  the  words  of  the  tribune*  rise  as  they  rose 

on  that  splendid  hour 
When  he  daunted  with  eagle  eyes  the  herald  of 

kingly  power. 

*  Mirabeau. 
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III. 

The  years  and  the  children  of  years  from  the  womb 

universal  that  bore  them, 

Arise,  gather  strength,  and  are  spent,  like  the  in- 
rush of  waves  on  the  foreland. 
And  the  new  groweth  old,  and  the  past  is  renewed, 

in  the  records  of  heroes. 
But  eternally  shaping  their  course  o'er  the  trail 

and  the  dust  of  the  fallen, 
The  ranks  of  the  living  press  on,  advancing  in 

serried  procession, 
And  each  in  his  place  stands  alone,  the  searcher, 

the  questioning  unit. 
And  the  question  is  great ;  and  the  soul  of  the 

seeker  is  vexed  in  the  solving ; 
Yet  unblenched  in  the  hum  of  the  fight  and  the 

feverish  ebb  of  its  legions, 

He  wrestles  with  Life  for  a  sign,  with  the  con- 
sorts of  Death  for  an  answer, 
With  the  terrible  sea  and  the  sweep  of  its  reaches 

that  rock  with  destruction, 
With  the  blatant  implacable  wind  and  the  torment 

that  shaketh  its  pinions, 
And  the  thews  of  the  forest  are  girt  with  the 

withering  fire  of  his  onset, 
To  the  tenantless  spheres  that  are  swathed  in  the 

snows  of  a  winter  eternal, 
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To  the  worlds  that  are  cradled  in  flame,  to  the 

heights  and  their  splendours  abysmal. 
He  cries ;    and  for  ever  his  cry  in  the  chaos  of 

change  unresponsive, 
Is  "whither?"  and  "whence?"     But  in  vain  to 

the  walls  of  the  gulf  everlasting, 
To  the  chasm  that  sunders  the  bournes  of  delight 

from  the  vision  of  mortals, 
Its  echoes  are  borne  and  are  lost  in  the  realm  of 

the  pitiless  silence, 
For  the  voices  are  far  that  abound  at  the  porch  of 

the  great  harmonizer. 
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THE  SECRET  OF  THE  TUMULUS: 
FIRS  AND  BEECHES 

E  twilight  falls ;  the  reddening  sky 
Reflects  the  bright  sun's  dying  glare. 
From  coverts  dim  young  owlets  cry 
Unto  the  night,  with  brooding  stare. 
The  shades  are  floating  over  us, 
Gaunt  firs  upon  the  Tumulus. 

Dark  sentinels,  why  watch  ye  here  ? 

Sleep  Rome's  dear  dead  beneath  the  mound  ? 

What  treasure-heap,  or  funeral  bier, 

Lies  mouldering  'neath  your  grassy  ground  ? 

Can  ye  give  answer  unto  us, 

Gaunt  firs,  that  crown  the  Tumulus  ? 

We  know  not,  brothers,  for  the  span 
Of  our  brief  days  is  quickly  run  ; 
And  little  have  we  learnt  of  man, 
His  feuds,  and  wars,  and  victories  won, 
No  wind  hath  whispered  unto  us 
The  secret  of  the  Tumulus. 
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Yet  here  great  Julius  may  have  schemed 
Within  his  camp  at  midnight  hour ; 
Or  here  old  Noll  perchance  hath  dreamed 
Of  England  freed  from  kingly  power. 
But  ask  the  oaks  that  shelter  us 
The  secret  of  the  Tumulus. 
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TO   A   PRIMROSE 

PALE  weakling  nourished  at  the  breast  of  Spring, 
-*-  Thou  child  begotten  by  the  sensuous  sun 
And  April's  crying  wind,  sweet  offering 
Of  Nature's  peace  when  Winter  war  is  done ! 
O  primrose,  in  thy  face  reflected  shines 
The  mystical  grace  that  lights  Creation  round  ! 
Off 'ring  of  joy,thou  priestess  meek,  whose  shrines 
Are  all  the  greening  woodlands  that  resound 
With  adorations  to  their  vestal  queen 
Whose  beauty  is  a  part  of  all  their  life ; 
Whose  frail  virginity  is  blessed  and  crowned 
With  the  warm  sunshine  that  dim  forests  glean 
From  Morn's  enamoured  eyes.  The  feverish  strife 
Of  cities  knows  thee  not ;  nor  doth  Distress 
(That  sinks  men  down  and  makes  of  them  a  breed 
Of  suffering  slaves)  infect  thy  sacred  seed, 
Thou  gem  embosomed  in  a  wilderness  ! 
Man  toils  and  sickeneth  :   his  little  day 
Goes  down  in  bodings  dark  and  sorrowings : 
His  empires,  reared  from  dust,  to  dust  decay ; 
His  idols  pale  and  die ;  his  painted  kings 
Glare  from  their  bloody  thrones  and  lurid  heights 
Upon  his  majesty  prostrate  and  dumb  ; 
His  reason's  lordly  strength  is  overcome 
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By  violations  vile  and  base  delights ; 

His  beauty  shrinks  accurst  beneath  a  spell; 

His  birth  he  hath  forsworn  ;   and  who  shall  tell 

The  ghastly  tale  of  spirits  gone  to  shame 

For  love  of  liberty — their  only  blame  ? 

But  thou,  with  every  life-renewing  year, 

With  the  first  thrush  that  singeth  to  its  love 

Among  the  wavering  boughs — thou  dost  appear 

A  revelation  to  the  skies  above, 

With  smile  as  innocent  and  calm,  as  when 

In  Eden's  flowering  groves,  the  First  of  Men 

Enraptured  stood  beside  his  wondering  Eve 

And  round  her  forehead  fair  thy  blooms  did  weave, 

While  music  from  Earth's  babbling  runnels  rose, 

And  oaklings  o'er  them  spread  a  cool  repose. 
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